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eThat madame should know for herself. Rest assured, my
dear Olga, that whatever it is, it is logical. Everything is log-
ical. Do you remember how long it used to be between birth-
days and Christmas?3 Channel laughed. c I remember when I
was waiting for a pony. And I was right. The pony meant a
great deal to me. Nothing could mean so much now. Nothing
means very much now; so time, having lost its urgency and im-
portance, has lost its psychological weight. Time is now with-
out significance. There are no surprises. Things follow a pat-
tern. Things fall into their place. Nothing is ever exactly
duplicated, but everything has been thought of. Everything
is an approximation of what has happened before.., women,
scenery, wild beasts, fires, floods, storms, birth and death,
hunger, cold, love, hate. We remember our personal pattern
and conform to it. We develop a formula for living. Each
man will open the breech of a rifle, handle the reins as he
mounts a horse, or make love to a woman according to meth-
ods that he has perfected in the past. He will light a cigarette
or smell a rose, pat a dog, milk a cow, or deliver a baby, by the
particular method that suits his individual temperament.3
That's what I say,3 Sebastian said. Technique. I work
with the thumbs. I feel with them. I press with them. I
mould, I create...'
Take Sebastian,' Channel went on. eDo you think anyone
could have stopped him from being an artist? No doubt every-
body did try to stop him, but they did not manage it Only
death,3 he continued, 'have we no technique for. Because it is
always new. It is only encountered once. But at last we get
tired of playing hide and seek with death. When we are
young, we fear him. We are hot then: hot with the will to
live, the will to breed. But when those fires die, when we stop
thinking in terms of achievement, then we get ready to meet
death. It will be a change. It will break the monotony of
life. It will be the only thing we have not met before. No, not
death, but pain is the enemy. Especially mental pain. But